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She stood silent, motionless in the crowd as they writhed drunkenly around her. The sweaty mass of them 
pressing into her, hair flicking droplets over her alabaster skin as she locked her eyes into him. He strode 
nonchalantly over to his band mate and yanked his head back violently, lips crashing carelessly together, 
tongues writhing as the blood poured down their chins and chests. The black kiss. The sight of it made her lips 
part, fingers gripping the front hem of her dress, grazing the latex below as she watched them. Soon enough 
the show was over and she pushed herself through the crowds to the side of the stage to reach him before 
he could slip into the backstage area Her heart was pounding in her chest, she had very badly wanted to meet 
him for sometime, the twisted mind both frightened and pulled her in, before long he had invaded her dreams 
like a slithering snake, turning them into some fucked up fantasy but not quite a nightmare. 


"Niklas." she purred, touching his arm, her nails like talons on his already bleeding flesh. He turned in annoyance 


to see her sliding her blood coated finger into her mouth, sucking the metallic taste of him. He motioned with 


his head for her to follow, having raked his eyes up and down her body, long legs covered with black nylons, 
high black patent heels and a tasteful black dress. She wasn't a woman that desired to dress like a slut in 
order to garner attention from the rest of these disgusting men. The heels and nylons were solely for his 


attention. 


Backstage was swarming with musicians and roadies, packing gear, moving amps and equipment. Weaving 
through then, trying to maintain pace with Kvarforth as he stormed to the back area, solace, whisky and 
drugs awaited him in his private area. The room was dark, even during the day she thought, curtains drawn to 
shut out the world. A faint smile crossed her lips as she noted this, similarly she preferred this too. The 
quiet, blissful pit of despair you could wallow in behind the closed blinds, shutting out the pustules of society. 
He grabbed the bottle of whiskey, unscrewing the lid and tossing it into the abyss, taking a deep swallow of it 
and gasping loudly, his arm extending to her carelessly. She took the bottle from him, fingers brushing the side 
of his thumb, her eyes fixed on his as she slowly licked the top of the bottle, gathering his saliva and stray 
drops on whiskey before taking her own swallow. The heat blooming in her chest only spurred her on, she 
wanted him badly. Her stomach in knots as she imagined him looking up at her with those gorgeous eyes as 
she pressed her heel harder into his chest, little red welts forming over his torso. His fingers rubbing up her 
calf, the protruding bones of her ankles, over the smooth expanse of the top of her foot. 


She wiped her lips with a swipe of her tongue, "Got a cigarette for me?" she closed the distance between 
them, almost grazing into his body as she leaned to grab his pack of cigarettes from the table, taking two, one 
between her lips and one between his. She leaned into him and lit both as the same time before tossing the 
lighter carelessly onto the table. "Help yourself then" he sneered at her. His accent made her legs quiver. She 
ran her eyes over him then, his skin shone with the sweat of performing, arms taught and wrapped in dirty 
bandages, blood soaking through them once more. His torn jeans hung low on his hips and she imagined he did 
more drinking than eating, though she knew he was a busy man who trusted no one to complete even the 


menial of tasks for him. 


"Don't you want to know why | am here?" 


"You want to fuck me. Or you want to kill me. Either way." He shrugged, falling back into the couch. Entirely 
unconcerned with either outcome as he let his head fall back, taking a deep draw of his cigarette and exhaling 
it into the ceiling. She moved towards him again, standing between his spread legs, she placed her foot on the 


couch between them, dangerously close to his crotch. 


"Close. A mixture of both and yet neither |" She smirked at him as she unzipped the back of her dress, sliding 
it up over her head and dropping it to the rest of the destruction on the floor. Her long dark hair cascading 
down over her pale shoulders and back, the creak of the patented corset, thigh high nylons clipped to it with 


cruel looking metal clips. Scars on her pale thighs visible, bruises over her skin like tattoos. 


Niklas dropped his head, making to move forward to look at her, the bottle of whiskey resting loosely in his 
grasp, she plucked it from him and took a sip. "Do | have your attention now, Mr Kvarforth?". Before he could 
react or move more than an inch she placed her foot squarely into the middle of his chest and shoved him 
back into the dirty stained couch. "Open" Her hand grasped his jaw, pushing his head back as she leaned over 
to pour the liquid into his open mouth. "Do not swallow,pet". Her voice was close to his ear, hair tickling him and 
her body heat close to his neck. She inhaled deeply, moving her leg away from his chest to straddle him, taking 
a draw of her cigarette before stubbing it out on the wall behind his head. Her lips grazed his, eyes searching 
his for a reaction, she knew all too well that he was unpredictable, she pressed her lips to his, recreating the 
stage show but with whiskey, shoving her tongue into his mouth, hands sliding over his chest up to his neck 
and jaw. Teeth sinking into his lower lip once the whiskey was gone. She felt him shift beneath her, his hands 
skimming her waist, she allowed it for a moment before pulling her lips from his, harshly slapping his cheek. "I 


didn't give you permission to do that, worm" 


She saw a flash of rage in his eyes, sliding from his lap she stood before him once more, towering over him 
like a black Madonna, her open toed patent heel back between his thighs, pressing closer to his crotch. He 
reached for the buckle, wanting to take them off, to feel the silky sensation of her smooth skin under the 
nylon, hoping she had been sweating in the crowd, to press her toes to his face, his nose his lips and his cock. 
It was growing uncomfortably hard beneath the confines of his jeans now that his mind had fixated on his 


fantasy. 


"With your mouth" she ordered, he raised his eyes to her quizzically as she pushed his hands away. "Don't 
pout at me, you can put that mouth of yours to good use". Her gaze was stoney as she raised her leg to the 
top of the couch behind him, giving him a view of the mound between her legs. He began kissing her ankle, 
caressing his tongue over her ankle bone as he worked his teeth in tandem to unbuckle the strap. Pressing wet 
kisses to the rest of her foot as he slid her shoe off, allowing his hands to guide it as his saliva coated her 
heel, inner curve of her foot, down to her toes. He pressed his face into to valley between her large and 


second toe, inhaling deeply, palming himself over his jeans. 


"You filthy worm, did | give you permission to touch your pathetic cock?" She spat, yanking her foot out of his 
grasp, taking his hands and pinning them painfully above his head. She caught him off guard, he was definitely 
stronger than she was if he decided enough was enough but for now Niklas enjoyed the game. He wanted to 
see where this would lead. Her eyes bore into his, her face devoid of warmth as she leaned into him, her teeth 
taking his lower lip and biting enough to draw blood. He groaned into her mouth and raised his hips upwards for 
friction, pressing himself into her core momentarily before she moved back, not allowing him any reprieve 
from the tension in his jeans. She released his lip with a wet pop, blood dribbling down both of their chins 


mixed with saliva 


"I told you. | didn't come here to fuck you and | didn't come here to kill you" 


"Then what is it you want?" He purred, leaning towards her again, straining enough to make the pain in his 
shoulders burn, just to ghost his lips over her jaw. She grasped his jaw in her slender fingers and planted a 
kiss on his lips, relishing the way he tasted. A mix of burning whiskey, the smoke of his cigarette, copper tang 
of blood and the saltiness of his sweat. Her tongue slid into his mouth, moaning into him as she felt her 


control slipping, giving into the intoxication of his lips on hers. 


"Enough, on your knees" she ordered after pulling back from him, wrenching herself from the pit of pleasure 
she would have almost certainly tumbled into. A coil of disgust and self loathing roiled in the pit of her 
stomach, as she watched him slide to the floor, eyes glaring into hers. She ran her fingers over her abdomen, 
reaching the crux of her thighs, pulling the fabric of her panties to the side, fingers plunging into her core 
emerging coated in fresh bright blood mixed with the effect that this was having on her. She was enjoying 
watching him on his knees. "Open". Niklas was such an obedient boy when it came to depravity, thankfully. She 
shoved her fingers into his mouth, sliding the pads over the slick of his tongue, deeper into this throat. She 
wanted him to taste her, to choke on her, the power of feminine nature. She pressed her foot against the 
growing bulge in his jeans, toes flexing around him, pushing and pressing the length of him. He groaned around 
her fingers, vibrations sending shivers up her spine and raising gooseflesh on the back of her neck Niklas 
ghosted her fingers over her wrist before grabbing her roughly, tugging her towards him and catching her off 
guard, the bare flesh of her legs sprawled across his lap as she collapsed onto the rough denim of his legs. 


With shaking fingers he traced the curves of her heel and foot, reaching to unbuckle the heel she still wore, 
sliding it off of her foot tenderly before carefully placing them to the side. She gasped at the sensation of 
freedom, his hand cupping her toes and massaging softly against the ball of her feet. The moment was almost 
tender, like lovers would perhaps have after a romantic evening but this was darker, primal urges spurred the 
pair on and collided them together in this fucked up game of debauchery. Niklas took his time tracing the 
curves of her right foot, around the heel, over the bone of her ankle and up the calf, raking his nails through 
the nylon and tearing it all the way to her thighs. He repeated the action with her other leg, their breathing 


becoming laboured, she could feel him pressing into her ass, hard and throbbing. 


"Lie back on the couch" her voice barely above a whisper now. Slowly she unhooked her nylons and slid them 
down each leg, watching his face with fascination When she was bare legged she moved onto her knees and 


straddled his waist. 


"Arms together". He complied wordlessly, though his breathing was heavy with anticipation. She looped the 

nylon around his wrists tightly before tying it around the back of his neck, not too tightly, she didn't come 
here to kill him after all. The other nylon she took in her hand, prying his jaw open with the other before 

stuffing the fabric inside. 


"Good boy" she purred then, stroking his cheek. He looked so good like this, almost defenceless, at her mercy. 
She reminded herself though that at any point he could turn, like a caged animal and tear her apart. It added 
to her excitement, adrenaline coursing through her veins like liquid fire as she unbuttoned his jeans, sliding the 
zipper down slowly. "Oh you are a very nasty little pig Niklas, making such a sticky mess and | haven't even 
begun to torture you yet". She smiled sadistically, nails scratching across the shaft through his boxers. 


She lay back on the couch herself, hands stroking over the tops of her breasts as she pressed her foot hard 
against his balls. Valley of her toes sliding up along his shaft and grasping him, working him up and down slowly. 
Not a word passed between them bar his groans and moaning muffled through the nylon. Both of her feet 
worked in tandem to rub and tease him, pressing hard and soft, her toes flexing to feel all of him over her 
feet. She deftly slid his boxers down to expose the bare flesh, not resisting sticking her tongue out to taste 
the glistening precum that coated him, oozing from the tip of his cock. She pulled back from him, laying down 


to continue her ministrations. 


She wanted to pleasure him with only her feet, feel him unleash onto her, between her toes, a sticky mess. He 


was worthy of no more than that, perhaps. She had not yet decided. 


